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Chapter | 


Don't know,Don't own. No malice is intended in this story-like I'd really want to see the ending of this fic come 
true! This is written for the newest challenge, Hurt/Comfort. 


The hazy winter sunshine filtered through the curtains, bathing the room in light reflected from the snow 
that had fallen during the night. James stretched, sleepily, and propped himself up on one elbow. 

He felt warm and happy as he watched Jonathan sleeping, peacefully beside him. He could, thought James, 
watch Jonathan sleep forever. When Jonathan slept, all his worries and fears melted away. He looked content. 


His hair, which Jonathan had let grow, was fanned out like a black silk curtain across the pillow. Jonathan 
snuggled into it, moaning softly, and nestled his hands under his chin, as if to warm them from the chill air 
that filled the room. Jonathan looked almost Satanic and angelic, all at the same time, thought James. My 
Satanic Angel, he thought, gently brushing a few stray strands of dreadlocked hair from Jonathan's face. A 


smile played on James' face, as he remembered back to when he and Jonathan had finally given in to their 


feelings... 


Reggie fell backwards in his seat, laughing hysterically, as Head pulled off a near perfect take off of Britney Spears 
singing "One More Time". There was a lot fo be said for their newly established monthly nights out. They'd decided 
on them after the near constant arguing and bickering they'd descended into before they began recording "Take A 
Look h The Mirror’, and figured that they needed to go out and get wasted at least once a month Well, all of 
them except Jonathan, who had been sober for nearly seven years now. But Jonathan wasn't, as he put it, ‘a 
fucking angry dry drunk’, and joined in on the drunken games they played Usually a game of Truth or Dare. He 
was the worst for dreaming up warped dares for everyone else to do. Like the time he dared a very drunk David 
fo eat a tub of three day old sour cream. It was so manky that it had green patches of mould growing in it, but 
Jonathan could be very persuasive when he wanted fo be, and got his own way in the end David, meanwhile, ended 


up with his head down the toilet throwing his guts up the next day. 


Ike a dog in heat. Fieldy turned purple, almost choking on the mouthful of beer hed just taken, and tried not to 
laugh. Munky’s head fell forward, and he hammered his fist on the table howling with hysterical laughter, tears 


streaming down his face. 


he joined in, and wrapped his arms ‘round Head's waist, gyrating along with him. David laughed out loud, spitting out a 
mouthful of beer as he did so. "F they aren't the uglest strippers Ive ever seen..." Reggie let out one of his 
trademark high pitched giggles, and nudged Munky in the ribs. 


‘Ml pay them not fo give me a lap dance!" Munky was still laughing hysterically, as Brian and Jonathan continued 
their gyrations, and launched into yet another earsplitting chorus 


Affer everyone had calmed down, and Fieldy had brought another round of beers back to the table, the question 


was asked... 


others could think of anything. Head was thinking so hard that he looked constipated, David was looking into his beer, 


and Munky was staring into space. 


of Fieldy's choosing!" He was greeted with four sets of eyes staring, stunned into his face. Head laughed, nervously. 
"Youre kidding...right?" 


The look on Jonathan's face said that he wasn't. "It wouldnt mean anything. Youre all drunk. Put it down to a 
drunken asshole thing to do." replied Jonathan, grinning playfully. "Whats wrong? Afraid that one kiss is gonna make 


you gay?" 


Silence. Jonathan decided to say the one thing that would make them do it..."0kay, then. Fuckin’ wussies." 

A look of indignation spread across Head's face. "lm no fuckin’ wussy! Right, Im up for it..who else is in?" The others 
Everyone grabbed at their beers, and began to drink, frantically. The golden liquid spilled out of the glasses, trickling 
down their chins, as they raced fo be the first to finish, and not to have to kiss some ugly bastard propping up the 
bar. Fieldy’s glass was the first to hit the table, followed by Head's, then David's, and lastly, Munky's. 

"Shit" sighed Munky. Fieldy looked at Munky with an evil glint in his eyes. 

He'd found the perfect way to get his own back on Jonathan, too. 

‘My choosing, yeah?" he asked "Yeah" replied Jonathan, "And what | say goes? No arguments?" 


"Not from me." said Munky. 


Munky and Jonathan stared at Reggie, dumbfounded "Wh.what?" stuttered Jonathan. The shoe was now firmly on 
the other foot, and Reggie liked it 
one kiss is going to make you gay?" asked Fieldy, smiling. 


Jonathan stared at Munky, who stared right back at him, a look of disbelief on his face. Jonathan was the first to 
speak 


‘A dare's a dare, | suppose." Munky nodded "And Fieldyd kill us if we back out." That evil gleam was back in 
Jonathan's eyes, and Munky caught if, knowing what Jonathan was thinking. ‘Lets play him at his own game." said 
Jonathan. "Turnabout's fair play..." replied Munky. "And he did say that we had fo kiss..." 


"Alright, then" said Jonathan. "One kiss?" Fieldy grinned, thinking that this would teach Jonathan a lesson about daring 
people. "Yeah" 


‘And youre going to watch? Make sure that we stick to this one?" 


"YeahSo, are you going to do it, or are you too chicken shit?" goaded Fieldy. "Youre sure that you want fo watch?" 
asked Jonathan. 


"Oh, for fucks sake, just do it, damnitll" shouted David impatiently. 


‘Okay. You ready Jon?" asked a very nervous Munky. "As Hil ever be." replied Jonathan, who moved closer to 


Munky. 


Jonathan's hand went up to Munky’s neck, and snaked its way underneath Munky’s dreads. They both tilted their 
heads fo their right, and edged closer together, as the others sat and watched Their noses bumped together, 
before Jonathan leaned in, and pressed his lps against Munky’s. What should have been a small, quick peck on the 
lps was becoming something totally differentMunky brought his tongue out to gently swipe along Jonathan's bottom 
Ip, and Jonathan opened up, granting entrance. Their tongues danced, and Jonathan moaned quietly, but loud enough 
for Munky fo hear. That only made Munky want more of Jonathan, and he deepened the kiss, putting his hand into 
Jonathan's dreads and pulling him closer. Jonathan was shocked at first, and almost backed away, but this was a 
bet, and Jonathan was fucked if he was losing it 


The others sat there in stunned silence, their jaws almost hitting the floor. "Wh-what are they doing?!?" squeaked 
Fieldy, shocked. 


"H looks lke theyre kissing, Reg..." said Head, not beleving his eyes. 
David 


Jonathan's breath heaved against Munky's cheek as the kiss continued, and he nipped gently at his bottom Ip. 
Munky, despite himself; whimpered softly, not wanting Jonathan to stop, ever. Hs stomach lurched, not because he 
felt disgusted, but because Jonathan kissed better than any girl did Eventually, they brought the kiss to an end, 
Jonathan capturing Munky's bottom lp, dragging it upwards as he broke away. They sat back, grinning triumphantly, 
as the other three stared at them, stunned 


"What?" asked Munky. "Haven't you ever seen two people kissing before?" 


'But..but...but.." stuttered Fieldy, amazed that they'd actually kissed the way they did "And we did win the bet!" 
pointed out Jonathan 


Three months later.......: James and Jonathan had been avoiding each other since "The Kiss". Both men were trying 
fo figure out what was wrong with them. It wasnt normal to want your best friend Ike...that was it? Especially 
after all they'd been through But try as they might, it always came back to the same thing: Jonathan and James 
dd love each other, so why were they fighting it? 


lt came to a head at a concert somewhere in the asshole of mid western America During Jonathan's performance 
of "Alone | Break" To James, Jonathan looked so vulnerable, so lost, that James wanted to take Jonathan into his 


arms and never let him go. Wanted to protect hm from every asshole that had ever hurt him; his High School 


seem fo break.."James began to cry. What was the point in denying that he loved Jonathan? Head looked over, and 
saw James’ fears. As soon as the song finished, he went over to James. "Hey, MunksAre you okay?" "Yeah Yeah, 


MI be fine. | just need fo talk to HV afterwards." he replied 


James checked his watch. It was common knowledge that Jonathan was to be left alone for at least fifteen 
minutes after they'd come off stage. Whatever emotions that he hadn't released on stage were usually released in 
his dressing room, his screams and yells echoing off of the walls. Occasionally, he ended up trashing his dressing 
room. But, like clockwork, fifteen minutes later, it would all be over, save for Jonathan sitting in the room, crying 


quietly to himself 


James stood outside Jonathan's dressing room, trying to build up the courage to lift his hand and knock at the door. 
İt wasn't such a hard thing to do. He'd done it a thousand times before, so why was it such a problem now? He 
shifted from foot to foot, nervously jigging around in some kind of strange dance. He eventually stopped, and drew 
in his breath Before he'd had a chance to even think about it, James had lifted his hand and given the door three 
sharp, loud raps. There was a shuffling sound from behind the door, followed by the sound of snufflng, before the 


door opened. 
There stood Jonathan, his eyes red from where he had been crying, and he wiped at his nose with a tissue. 'Oh....it's 


in?" He held the door open, wordlessly inviting James in James made his way in, sitting down on the large sofa, as 
Jonathan closed the door. 


‘Jonathan, why dont we hang out like we used to?" asked James, the words coming out in a jumble. Jonathan 
stared back at James, trying to find the words to say what he really wanted fo. "W-what?" was all that came 


out 


"We never go out with the guys together anymore. Either | go with them and you stay home, or you go out with 
them, and | stay in" Jonathan began to fiddle with his dreads, and looked at the floor, his face turning red "It was 


‘James...did you..enjoy that kiss?" blurted out Jonathan, coming to sit beside James. Their thighs touched, gently, 
making James shiver . "And don't lie and say that you didn’t. | know you too welll You enjoyed it. You just dont 
want to admit it" The words came out like rapid bullet fire, and were closer fo the truth than James had even 


thought. 


| still do, but | don't think you want me in the same way. Otherwise, you wouldn't be avoiding me." James sighed, and 
ran his hand through his own dreads, which were by now, a mix of his natural dark brown, and the odd white one. 
He looked, thought Jonathan, sad and rejected Not that Jonathan wanted to make him feel like that. It hadnt been 
his intention in the first place. Why did he find it so damn hard to tell people how he felt? 


‘I do." he blurted out. The speed and force with which it came out fook even him by surprise. James’ hand came to 
a stop, halfway through his dreads. "Excuse me?" asked James, shocked Jonathan stared into James’ eyes, deep 
brown meeting deep brown. 'I do. | do want you in the same way. lve wanted you since we first clapped eyes on 


each other. Have you any idea how long Ive dreamt about that kiss?" 


The two friends moved closer together, knowing that they were fast approaching the turning point. There was no 


going back. Ever. They either acted on their feelings, and dealt with the aftermath, or ignored them, and lived with 
the regret. James found his hand beginning to caress Jonathan's thigh, rubbing it rhythmically. "I think Ive got some 


across his face. 


"Do me a favor?" he whispered "Name it." said James, bringing his hand up from Jonathan's thigh fo cup his cheek 
"Kiss me again..." James captured Jonathan lps with his own, and gently swiped his tongue across Jonathan's 

bottom lp, teasing his mouth open to let their tongues slide over each other like wet sik. Jonathan moaned as he 
brought his hand up to tangle itself in James’ hair, lightly scraping his well bitten fingernails against the nape of his 


neck, bringing forth a joyous groan from James. 


James took Jonathan's face in both his hands, and reluctantly broke the kiss. "Now its your turn to do me a favor." 


"Name it" 


love with you." said Jonathan, resting his forehead against James: 
"How about we do each other a favor?" 
“Such as?" asked a smiling James. "We never let each other go. This is forever. No-one else makes me feel this 


happy, this contented, and | dont plan on losing you." "I think that | can manage that..." replied James, before 


leaning down to kiss Jonathan again 


Chapter 2 


As always, don't know, don't own. None of this is true- thank god. 
italicsflashbacks, thoughts 


James moved closer to Jonathan's sleeping body, spooning himself around Jonathan, as if he was protecting 
him. He looked so beautiful, and yet vulnerable. Jonathan sighed, raggedly, his body shivering. James fought 
back the urge to break down and cry, trying to stay strong for Jonathan's sake. Life was so fucking cruel, he 
thought, hot tears of fury pricking at his eyes. "It feels like I've only just found you.." he whispered, his voice 


What started out as a bet soon became more for Jonathan and James. They found themselves drawn to each 
other, and a deep friendship became a relationship. The rest of the band were shocked at first, but soon began 
to realize that they loved each other. In fact they began to look like they'd been together for years, they 
didn't care who knew it. When they turned up at the MTV Movie Awards, they did so hand in hand, even posing 
for the photographers and James even went as far as to turn Jonathan's face towards his, and leaning in to 


gently kiss Jonathan. The resulting scream was deafening. 


They became inseparable, and on New Years Eve, they held a commitment ceremony in the grounds of 
Jonathan's sprawling estate in Tarzana. It was a typical California winter's night, not too cold, but with a slight 
chill to the air. Both men looked like they'd never been happier. Their friends sat watching as James promised 
to "be your protector, your light in the dark." Jonathan had tears in his eyes as he thanked James for "keeping 


children. Fieldy had tears streaming down his face; he always was sentimental. 


James and Jonathan made their way up fo their hotel room, exhausted from the nights festivities. All they wanted 
fo do now was to go fo their room and go to bed James looked at Jonathan, who was leaning up against the 
mirrored wall of the elevator. He looked beautiful, thought James. Almost Satanic. Jonathan's head was resting 
against the cool glass, his brown eyes closed as if remembering the evenings events. Jonathan's eyes fluttered and 
a smile played on his face. James reached over and gently touched Jonathan's cheek, running his hand along 
Jonathan's jaw line. Jonathan's eyes opened and he smiled at James. "What?" he asked. "Nothing | was just looking at 


his arms around James waist, pulling him closer to him. ‘Love you, Munky." Jonathan said, softly, brushing his lips 
against James’ 


"I know.." whispered James, leaning into Jonathan's kiss, and running his tongue along Jonathan's lower lip. Jonathan 
sighed, contentedly, and returned James’ kiss. Their tongues slid over each other's lke velvet, not battling, not 
fighting, but dancing. James moaned, pulling Jonathan closer still, his hand moving up to caress the back of 


Jonathan's neck, all the time kissing him, lovingly. Jonathan's hand wrapped itself into James’ hair, lazily playing with a 
stray dreadlock. James broke away, reluctantly 


"You have no idea..of how much I love you. ld be lost without you, Jon l.l dont know what ld do.." Tears gleamed 
in James’ eyes, as if the very thought would tear his heart out. 


‘But you won't lose me, Munks. Im not planning on going anywhere. | love you too much to leave you...dont talk 
about it. Please..." replied Jonathan, lifting a finger and gently wiping a tear from James’ cheek 


The elevator doors opened quietly, and they walked out into the corridor, James wrapping an arm around 
Jonathan's shoulders. Jonathan looked at him suspiciously, knowing that there had fo be something up. James never 
steered him along If anything it was usually him steering James somewhere. He dug his heels into the hornbly 


expensive carpet, and came To a stop. 


"What have you got planned, Munks?" asked Jonathan, a small grin on his face. "Planned?" replied an innocent 


James dragged Jonathan closer to their suite, and took out the card key. "Hold on....close your eyes." said James, 
the card key hovering over the slot. "Why should | close my eyes if you've got nothing planned?" argued Jonathan 
James glared back at his partner, tapping his foot impatiently. 


‘Do you want to actually go to bed tonight? Or would you prefer to spend our first night together as a married 
couple out here in the corridor?" "if youre even thinking about carrying me over the threshold, you can go fuck 


yourself.” shot back Jonathan, indignantly. James grinned again. "Just be thankful that | didnt make you wear a 
best ‘Valley Girl voice. 


‘Anyway, | couldn't lift your lard ass up even if | wanted to." cracked James, sliding the card key into the slot 
Jonathan lifted his hand up and playfully slapped James upside the head. ‘Lard ass.....you love this lard ass, pal. And 
this lard ass loves you foo, so dont you forget it, buddy. " James stared at Jonathan agan 


them!" snapped James. Jonathan sighed resignedly, and covered his eyes with his hands. James laughed softly. "You 
have no idea how damn cute you look lke that." "Fuck you, buddy. Now, are you going to let me in, or do | just 


Jonathan stumbled into their suite, swearing quietly as he stubbed his toe off of the bed "Godamnnit, James! When 
can | open my eyes?" complained Jonathan. "How does now’ sound?" whispered James, and kissed the top of 
Jonathan's head. Jonathan took his hands away trom his eyes, and gasped in amazement at the sight before him 


James had steered him into the large bathroom, which was now bathed in candlelight and filled with the scent of 
Jasmine and vanilla. The bath, which could easily fit them both, was strewn with white and red rose petals, and in 
an ice bucket beside the tub, was a large bottle of sparkling apple cider. Jonathan sighed. '! hope thats non 
alcoholic." he said, pointing at the apple cider. "Of course it is. Like | really want to see you trying to eat your own 
vomit again." Jonathan's gaze wandered over to the freshly drawn bath and the rose petals that were floating on 
the surface. "What the fuck are they?" he asked, wrinkling his nose. "Rose petals, Nonie.” replied a by now 
disappointed James. He had an awful feeling that hed screwed this one up. Royally 


"Jaaammes...." There was that whiney voice again The one that only made an appearance when Jonathan was 
really not in the mood you wanted hm to be in "You could've just had a normal bath, you know. You didn't have 
fo put all this crap in the water." James’ face fell. "What?" he squeaked "The rose petals. They'll get 


together." "But rose petals?" Jonathan scowled as the petals floated rhythmically in the water. 'I take it you don’t 
Ike it, then?" asked James, disappointedly. "But they'll get everywhere..." ‘Its meant to be romantic, Nonie. | 
thought youd lke it" 


defensive. "Bullshit! IFI get stuck in my hair..." "Damnit, Nonie! You have got fo be the least romantic person Ive 
ever met in my life!" yelled James, finally losing his patience with Jonathan and his whining. Jonathan jumped slightly, 


n" 


not expecting James fo snap with such ferocity. "James... 
"No! Just....forget if, Nonie. | tried to make this night special, for both of us. But obviously you dont think that 
you, doesn't it?" James lifted his hand to cup Jonathan's cheek 


"just wanted everything to be perfect, thats all But if it bothers you this much, then Il blow out all the candles, 
drain the bath, and we can just go and get some sleep." Jonathan clasped James’ hand, and kissed the back of it 


babes." He leaned forward to kiss James softly on the lps, catching his bottom lp and dragging it upwards before 
breaking away. Jonathan began to nibble and lick his way down James’ neck, pausing only to begin to unbutton his 
pale blue shirt. 


‘And just what do you think youre doing Mr. Shaffer?" smiled James, playing with Jonathan's hair. Jonathan 
returned James’ grin "Taking your clothes off, Mr. Davis. Unless you'd like fo bathe in your horribly expensive suit?" 


James wore an expression of mock horror. "And ruin my brand new shirt? Oh, the humanity!" 


Jonathan giggled, and nibbled at James’ earlobe, making James sigh longingly. He grabbed at the collar of Jonathan's 
light purple colored shirt, and without a second thought, nipped it open, sending the buttons flying everywhere. 
Jonathan let out a gasp. 


sighed. 


James let out a groan filled with lust and his hands unzipped Jonathan's pants. Jonathan shivered again, and in a 
barely audible sigh, called out for James. James licked at Jonathan's treasure trai, and hooked his thumbs into the 


angel..." Jonathan shuddered, and he felt as if every ounce of love that he had for James was going to burst out 


of him trom god knew where. 


James’ breath bathed Jonathan's cock with warmth, and he thought that if he didn’t take him there and then, he 


the precum that was already beginning to collect there, before he ran his tongue up along the underside of it, 
making his knees buckle. ‘Love...you..dames..." Jonathan sighed, lightly pulling at James’ hair. James swooped down to 
almost swallow Jonathan whole, sucking as he came back up and began to keep to that rhythm, a slow, forturously 


pleasurable one, each suck bringing Jonathan closer to the point of no return. 


Jonathan began fo move his hips in time with James’ mouth, and was moaning with every thrust. James took 
Jonathan down his throat again and Jonathan stiffened as his orgasm came roaring through him. He cried out as he 
poured down James’ throat, and James moaned around him as he swallowed every drop of his seed He let 
Jonathan slp from his lips, and stood back up to kiss Jonathan, letting hm taste himself as his tongue slid over 
Jonathan's 


‘Now do you want that bath?" grinned James, taking Jonathan into his arms, and holding him tightly. 


Jonathan pulled back slightly, looking James up and down. "There's something wrong with this scene. Youre still 
dressed Not fair..." he whined again, pouting. "Then do something about it Undress me." whispered James, holding his 
arms out to his sides, letting Jonathan undress him. Jonathan's eyes sparkled as he pushed James’ shirt from his 
shoulders, swiftly followed by his trousers, boxers, shoes and socks. Within a matter of minutes, they were lying 
back in the tub; James curled up in Jonathan's arms. No words were spoken; they didn't need to be. They were 
both safe in the knowledge that they loved each other... 


James propped himself up on one elbow, and simply looked at his sleeping angel. His fingers played with the 
white gold ring that was on the third finger of his left hand, and which had never been removed since the 
night that he and Jonathan had exchanged vows. He didn't have to take it off to remember the inscription on 


the inside of it, the words were burned into his memory. 


James couldn't tear his eyes away from Jonathan, if anything, he was afraid to. Scared that if he did, it would 
be the last time that he saw him, that he would be snatched away from him... 


Jonathan let out a low moan, and flinched slightly on his pillow, unconsciously bringing his hand up to clutch at 
his head. James didn't know whether to cry, or to stay strong. Instead he simply held Jonathan tighter, running 
his fingers through Jonathan's black hair. 


"Please don't leave me, Jonathan..please..." he whispered. He finally gave into the tears that had threatened to 
spill down his face. Jonathan's eyes opened and he turned to look at James. His eyes were filled with a sadness 


that threatened to engulf both of them. A lone tear streaked down James' cheek, and he ran his hand along 


Jonathan's jaw line. 


"Don't go..please..°" whispered James, almost begging. Jonathan shivered, a cold sweat breaking out in a thin 
film on his forehead. He smiled weakly, and took James' hand. James broke down, his tears of pain and rage 
spilling down his cheeks. "Don't you..think that | „want to stay?" Jonathan said softly. "I love you, James..but 


this won't go away..not without me, anyway...” 


Jonathan gasped, pain lancing through his head like a hot knife, and he cried out in agony. James sobbed, and 
pulled Jonathan closer, holding him as he screamed in pain. James cursed this tumor, the one thing that was 
taking away his happiness. Jonathan let out an agonizing scream of pain, and James reached over to the call 
button that had been installed in their bedroom. He pressed it, and the nurse that he'd hired came in, syringe 
in her hand. Within a matter of minutes, Jonathan had calmed down, his pain gone, and his eyes gently 
fluttering closed. James stared at his lover, knowing that although Jonathan's pain would soon be gore, his 


would only begin... 


Chapter 3 
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James continued to lie there and stare at Jonathan's sleeping form. He'd never loved anyone as much as he 
loved Jonathan There were times when James thought he would literally explode when Jonathan even so much 
as looked at him. And although the sex at times was fast and passionate, the times where it was slow, long and 
deliberate were what James enjoyed the most. Mainly because Jonathan wasn't the most romantic of people. 
He could show his ‘romantic’ side very rarely, but usually it consisted of Jonathan holding his hand, or bringing 


his hand up to softly rub at the small of his back. 


James, however, could be romantic when he was in the mood. Sometimes overly so, as was proved on his 
‘wedding’ night. He soon learned to rein in his feelings, but then Christmas and Jonathan's birthday would 
inevitably roll around. That was when his ‘sappy’ side showed. 


James' hand rested on the mattress of the bed. A birthday present from him to Jonathan, just after they'd 


exchanged vows. And the cause of another heated ‘discussion’ between them both... 


James and Jonathan stood at the entrance of the store, silently surveying the mass of beds that were displayed. 
Both were looking in opposite directions; James at futons and what would be considered normal' looking beds, 
Jonathan was already staring, wide eyed at a four poster bed The frame and headboard was carved from what 
looked like ebony, the light catching on its highly varnished surface, making the white voile drapes seem brighter in 
the sunlight. James caught a glimpse of Jonathan's face as he stared, trance like at the large bed 


‘Let me guess....you want that bed, dont you?" grinned James, taking hold of Jonathan's hand. Jonathan ran his 
thumb over James’ band of gold "Ive always wanted a four poster bed..." he started "But whats the point of 


having one?" asked James, ever the practical one of the pair. 


James, suddenly finding the floor quite interesting 


‘Okay...apart trom the price, what's so wrong about the curtains?" "Our bedroom overlooks the pool, Nonie. Who 
the fuck is going to see us from the side of the pool?" asked James, vainly trying to steer Jonathan away from 
the object of his affections. He failed miserably, as Jonathan came to a stop beside the bed, and ran his hand along 


the mattress, and then up one of the posts 


Jonathan grinned before hitting James with both barrels- not only did he put on his puppy dog eyes, he began 
pouting too. 


"AAAAAGGGGGHHHIM!" yelled a laughing James. "Not that! Anything but that!" 


Jonathan patted the mattress. "Come on...have a bounce. Its a really springy mattress..." he giggled, and pulled 
James onto the bed beside him. The mattress began to undulate wildly underneath them, making them both dissolve 
into a fit of laughter. 


‘can see the advantages to having a mattress like this!" laughed James, catching his breath, and kissing the tp of 


determinedly. Hs eyes took on a steely glare, clearly telling James that he'd decided that this was the bed for him, 
and that he wasn’t leaving the store without it 


propped himself up on one elbow, and looked at James. James sighed 


"l still dont see why we need curtains on the bed. No-one's going to be able to see us while we're fucking, so why 


‘Jonathan, you dickwad! Were fucking gay!" 


‘Just because we're gay, it doesn’t mean that the damn curtains on my bed have fo be!" fired back Jonathan, his 
warped logic emerging James wiped tears of laughter from his eyes, before asking "Then if these drapes are gay, 
and you wouldnt want them, then what drapes would you want? If we do end up getting this contraption?" 


"Velvet ones." replied Jonathan. James’ eyebrows shot up. "What about your asthma?" "Fuck my asthma. Thats why 
| have my inhalers and my meds. | want velvet drapes on this ‘contraption: Deep purple and black ones." "Not only 
does he want a bed, now he wants to turn it into a fucking coffin!" sighed James in disbelief. 


‘lm not budging, James. | want this bed" stated Jonathan. The tone of his voice made it clear to James that he 
wasn't going fo be denied "You're sure?" asked James, sighing and folding his arms. Jonathan's reply was to stare at 
James, as if fo say, ‘Now there's a stupid question!" 


‘Okay, HV. You win HI get the bed" said James, finally admitting defeat. Jonathan rummaged in his pockets for his 
checkbook and a pen, and noted the price of the large bed $4,500. He held the pen over the check, and was just 
about to write out his share, when James stopped him. Hs hand gently covered Jonathan's. "Um...Nonie? What day 


is it tomorrow?" he asked 


Friday?" replied Jonathan, making another attempt to write out the check for $2250. "No, the date, babes." asked 
James again. Jonathan smiled. "January 8th?" "Exactly. Happy Birthday, Nonie.” 


Jonathan's eyes lit yp, something that didn't happen very offen "You're fucking kidding...arent you?" "Nope. That 
contraption is your birthday present. Complete with deep purple and black velvet drapes." said James, putting his 


Jonathan sighed, and turned to face James’ chest, snuggling into him, before settling back into a fitful sleep. 
James raised his hand to gently stroke Jonathan's cheek, something that he'd always done. The gesture was 
filled with love and it never failed to soothe and calm Jonathan. The thin film of cold sweat was still visible on 


Jonathan's forehead, and James instinctively put his arm around Jonathan to try and warm him up. 


There was a soft tapping on the large oak door that led to the bedroom, "Come in, it's open" James called out 
softly. Brian and Reggie came into the room, and both men sat on the edge of the bed Brian put his hand on 


James' shoulder. 


"How are you doing, bud?" he asked, knowing that it was a stupid question 


switch, and is slowly flicking it off? Like the light is slowly fading?" asked James, his voice faltering, and tears 
springing to his eyes. 


Brian and Reg looked at Jonathan, lying beside James in a chemically induced sleep. He looked peaceful, almost 
serene. And pale. Even paler than usual, especially when his skin was contrasting with James' caramel colored 
skin. Reg, who, by his own admission would cry at The Lion King, already had tears glistening in his eyes, 
reached out to put his hand on his friend's shoulder. 


wrapping his arms around Jonathan Jonathan merely sighed, and burrowed deeper into James' chest, unaware 


of his lover's heartache......... 


Chapter 4 


Don't know, don't own. No malice is intended by the content of this fic. The author apologises if readers use 
large amounts of Kleenex(hopefully), but please don't sue me for the cost of the boxes you go through. 


Halics : flashback, thoughts 


Jonathan started to get headaches about 4 weeks into their European tour. Normally, hed take some Tylenol, and 
get on with if. But these head aches were something else. Constant, blinding pain, causing Jonathan to Iiterally cry 
out loud, tears rolling down his face. Once, James walked into their hotel room to find Jonathan sobbing, pulling at 
his hair as he rhythmically thumped his head against the wall, saying over and over again, "Stop, stop ‚stop, stop..." 


James ran over fo him, pulling his body away from the wall, and taking Jonathan into his arms, began to rock him 


back and forth, calming him down 


"Youve got to go to a doctor, Jon." whispered James, brushing the tears from Jonathan's face. "This isn’t right; 


you've never been like this before." 


let them down." 


"FUCK THE TOURI" yelled James, for once losing his temper. Jonathan jumped at the intensity of James’ voice. 


"Youre sick, baby..and Im worried about you; we all are. Please, go see a doctor? Please?" 


‘Okay..on the next stop. | promise.." replied Jonathan, 


September 23rd, 2004 
The Point Depot, Dublin, Ireland 
Time: 245pm. 


The last bars of "Dead Bodies Everywhere" rang through the arena, the crowd screaming at full volume. Jonathan 
smiled, and hung out of his custom built mic stand, his fingers lazily tracing circles around the mechanical female's 
npples. Hs headache had returned with a vengeance, filling his head with the hammering of a thousand 


sledgehammers, and making his ears ring. His vision was beginning to blur, and the crowd was spinning. 
‘lust three more songs.." thought Jonathan, as "ADIDAS" started up... 


James was watching Jonathan. He figured that his headaches had returned, and wanted to keep an eye on Jonathan 
As "ADIDAS" burst out of the speakers, he noticed that Jonathan was very unsteady on his feet... 


İt happened quickly; too quickly. Jonathan shook his head, trying to rid himself of the agonizing pain that throbbed in 
his head It felt like it had taken an age fo even sing the first verse. As he began to sing the second verse, the 
stage began to spin, tilling his head with colors; purple, blacks, shades of blue and green. He grinned to himself; he 
didn't realize that pain had colors. He couldnt sing, his voice trailing off into the cavernous hall... 


‘L.do..n't.know..your..fuck.in.." he sighed, his vision blurring. James looked at Head and Fieldy, a look of sheer panic on 
his face. Jonathan pitched forward, collapsing in a black, leather clad bundle onto the stage, the microphone landing 
with a deafening thud as it hit the floor. The crowd gasped in shock, looking on in stunned silence. Then it started 
Someone began to cry, softly. Others started chanting Jonathan's name, starting a slow clap. Only when they saw 
the first aid crews come onto the stage, with oxygen masks and a stretcher, did the noise subside, shocked gasps, 
and hushed whispers of "Oh my God..." nppling through the crowd. 


James threw his guitar to the floor, making it whine tunelessly through the speakers, and ran over to Jonathan, 
Head just stood there, not knowing what to do, a look of terror on his face. David almost vaulted over his drum 
kif, such was his haste to reach his friend And Fieldy began screaming for someone to come and help Jonathan, his 
face white with fear and shock 


James cradled Jonathan's head in his lap, and began stroking the side of his face. The gesture didn't look like much 
fo everyone else, but to James, it meant everything This was how they‘ often fall asleep; wrapped in each other's 


arms, gently running their fingers along their cheeks. Head had caught them once and thought that it looked sappy. 
Jonathan had fold him to go fuck himself, but Head knew that he didn’t mean it 


‘Jonathan...Jonathan, baby..." whispered James, still gently rubbing the side of his face. Jonathan shuddered in James’ 
lap, unknowingly bringing his hand up to clutch at his head. ‘Its gonna be okay, baby, we're going to get you help.." 


Head crouched down beside James, and out his hand on his shoulder. "He's going to be fine. Dont worry..." 
"He's been having these headaches for a while now, Head You haven't seen what he's been like, man. He's banging his 


Jonathan was lifted onto a stretcher and taken to the nearby Mater Private hospital 


Four hours later: The members of KoRn, plus Loc, Carebear, and Sleepy, Jonathan's bodyguards, were all nervously 
sitting in a waiting room. Head was chewing on his fingernails. David was tapping out an unknown rhythm on his 
knees, whilst Fieldy, Carebear, and Loc were walking around aimlessly. Sleepy was staring at the wall And James 
Just sat there, crying silently with worry. As soon as he'd reached the hospital, Jonathan had been rushed through 
for MRIs, CAT scans, and umpteen tests. James had wanted to be with Jonathan, but was very bluntly told that 
he wouldn't be much use, and to sit and wait with everyone else. As a result, he was in a foul mood, full of worry 
and nerves, and dying for a cigarette. He didn't want to leave, just in case he missed the doctor. A small, sad smile 
played on James’ lps, as he thought of Jonathan's disapproving looks in his direction every time he went to light up 
a cigarette. Jonathan would often refuse to kiss James if hed just stubbed out a cigarette, and would drag a 
protesting James into the bathroom to brush his teeth 


James was suddenly aware of an arm around his shoulders, and looked up fo see Head sitting beside him. ‘Hey, 
James How you doing?" James quickly wiped the tears from his eyes, and looked at Brian. '! feel lke shit. There's 
something wrong, Bri" Brian smiled, weakly. 'I know...thats why HV's in here." The joke went over James’ head, and 
he glared at Brian 


Jonathan now." It was James’ turn to smile weakly. "What do you expect? He is my partner, after alll" The two 
friends sat in silence for a while, neither of them knowing what to say, both of them worried sick. 


İt seemed lke what felt lke forever, but in realty was a little under three hours later, that a specialist emerged 


James....Shatter-Davis*" he asked, in a slightly upper class accent. Everyone looked at James, as he stepped 


forward to meet the doctor. 


‘Lam. And you are......°" asked James, holding out his hand to greet the doctor. "I am Mr. Nelligan, one of the 
neurosurgeons here at the Mater. Could we go to my office, Mr. Shaffer-Davis?" James smiled. "Please, call me 
James. It's less of a mouthtul." 


The two men entered Mr. Nelligar’s office, and the fall Irishman motioned for James to sit down. '! take it that you 
and Mr. Davis are close?" Mr. Nelligan asked, sitting behind a large desk, that was filled with notes and patient's 
files. "You could say that. Jonathan- Mr. Davis- is my partner. My ‘husband, if that makes it any easier." replied 
James, who by now was starting to get worried. Judging by the look on the doctor's face, it looked bad Hs stomach 
ted itself in knots as he pulled his chair closer. 


"How long has Jonathan been having these headaches?" James wrinkled his nose as he tried to remember. "For 


about six months, now. He's a very stubborn man, Mr. Nelligan As far as he was concerned, they were nothing for 


me to worry about. Or at least, nothing that he felt that | should worry about. Why?" 


with him?" 
"Weve done every test that we can possibly do, Mr. Shaffer. MRIs, CAT scans..." started Mr. Nelligan. "Mr. 


Shaffer, your partner has a large tumor situated on the right frontal lobe of his brain And from what we can 


ascertain, it is inoperable." 


‘Mr. Nelligan? Is there nothing that can be done for Non...Jonathan? At all?" 


"Im afraid not, Mr. Shaffer. We have suggested extensive and aggressive radiotherapy to Mr. Davis, but he has 


refused it Other than that, there's not much else that we can do." 
‘He's refused the treatment?" squeaked James in disbelief. 


"Yes. Mr. Shaffer, Im sure that you are aware that | cannot discuss his reasons for doing so. That is for you both 


Nelligan stood beside James, and put his hand on James’ shoulder. "lm afraid so, Mr. Shaffer." 


James’ eyes filled with tears and the doctor left the room. All James was capable of was to stare numbly at the 
wall. Then, without warning, he picked up a glass jug and hurled it at the wall that he'd been staring at. David rushed 
into the office, closely followed by everyone else. "James? What's wrong? Is it Jonathan?" asked David, the 


questions coming out in a rush 


'He’s...he’s....." sobbed James, not able to get the words out. "What?" asked Brian, going to stand beside his friend 


"This is some kind of misunderstanding.....isn’t it?" he mumbled, feebly. "They've made a mistake." David just stood 
there, with his mouth open, looking for all the world like he was catching flies. The stunned look that was on his 
face was mirrored on Fieldy’s, Loc's and Carebear's faces It was Sleepy, Jonathan's bodyquard/man mountain who 


finally spoke. 
‘Does Jonathan know? How bad it is, | mean?" he asked, his deep voice resonating through the small office. 


knows about the treatment that was being offered to him. Mr. Nelligan said that it could be treated with 
radiotherapy." 


"Then you must have misheard the doctor, Munks" smiled David "That means that Jon's going to beat this!" James 
shook his head, and tears began to prick at his eyes again 


‘No? What do you mean, no?" shot back Reg. "F the doctor said that it can be treated, then everythings going to 
be fine!" 


"He's refused the treatment. He said that he didn’t want it" replied James in a small voice. Brian sat down in the 
nearest chair, his face ashen. "He doesn't want it? He'd rather...de....than take the treatment?" David slumped 
against the wall, then slowly slid down it, finally putting his face in his hands Fieldy was next to speak 


‘Maybe you should go and see him. Ask him what he's thinking Maybe you...you could talk some sense into him." 
James let out a snort of laughter. 


"Since when have | ever been able to talk sense into Jonathan? You know what he's like! He's stubborn as all helll 


He wont listen fo me; he'll more than likely le there and argue the point with me." 


Sleepy walked over to stand beside James. He put his huge arm around James’ shoulders. "Then dont argue with 
him. Just go and see how he's doing He's probably up there, wondering where the fuck you are, and calling you a 
dickwad for not visiting him." 


James smiled, knowing that apart from himself, Sleepy knew Jonathan better than anyone else. "Okay... YoU guys go 
back to the hotel Hi let you know how he's doing." 


Jonathan's breathing had gotten slightly shallower, and he was taking longer and longer to catch his breath. 
James tightened his grip around Jonathan's shoulders, and pulled him as close as he could without disturbing 
him. Brian reached down to take Jonathan's hand, and spoke to him, quietly. 


"Hey. Hey, HIV!" he said, giving Jonathan's hand a small squeeze. "Its me, Head. Just dropped by to see how 
you're doing. You okay, buddy?" Jonathan's deep brown eyes slowly opened, and he stared at Brian's face. 
at the sound of Jonathan's voice. 


‘Don't look at me, Nonie..." thought James. "Please don’t look at me. | don’t think | could stop myself from crying if 


" 


| know that | didn't have to. But | wanted to. And so did Reggie" said Brian, pointing at Reg. "Hey there, HIVI" he 
said softly. Jonathan tried to raise his head, but winced as he did so. "Ja..James? | could use some help..here?" 
James grinned to himself, and lifted Jonathan up slightly so that he could see Reggie. 


room, but made James, Brian and Reggie feel better. "Im fine, Jon. And you?" asked Reggie, his voice shaking 


slightly. 


that soft, wheezing laugh that made James' insides tingle. Brian and Reggie laughed, but James was trying too 
hard to fight back his tears to join in. 


Reggie, giving Jonathan's shoulder a soft squeeze, as he snuggled back into James' arms. Soon he was sleeping 
peacefully again, as his lover and his friends went back to their vigil 


"James? Do you want to go and get something to eat? Or go and freshen up, have a shower?" asked Reggie. 


James shook his head, forcefully. 


"No. | don't want to leave Nonie. | can't." he said, his voice shaking. "What if | go to take a shower, and 


that happened" Tears rolled down James’ cheeks, as he buried his face in Jonathan's hair. 

Reggie nudged Brian, and motioned for him to go outside, into the hallway. 

"What is it, Bilfy?" asked a worried Brian 

"Get on the phone, and call David, Loc, Carebear, and Sleepy. And ask David to bring that box that Jonathan 
gave him. It's the large black leather bound one." 

to alert James. 

"Yes, Bri, he is. Even James knows it, even though he's trying to convince himself otherwise. So | suggest that 
we get in touch with everyone that Jonathan asked us to, and make sure that David brings that box. Jonathan 
said he'd come back and haunt him if he forgot it!" smiled Reggie, wanly. 


"Don't mind me asking, but what the fuck is in that box?" asked Brian, starting down the stairs. 


"Fucked if | know. Jonathan never said. He just said that when he died, that James was to be given that box. 


He's even put a padlock on it, and there's an envelope with it, too." replied Reg. 


James nuzzled into Jonathan's neck. "| meant what | said, Nonie." he whispered softly. "I'm not leaving you on 


your Own.” 


Jonathan's eyes opened slowly, and he brought his fingers up, wrapping them around one of James’ dreads. 


falling back asleep. 


James held Jonathan closer, his tears splashing onto Jonathan's hair... 


Chapter 5 


Yet again, Don't know, Don't own. 


No malice is intended to any of the people mentioned in this fic (like l'd really wish this on my beloved Nonie!) 


Apologies for any amounts of Kleenex used in the reading of this fic. Please don't ask me to reimburse you for 


Halics: flashbacks 


James lay for what felt like forever with a peacefully sleeping Jonathan in his arms. He'd lost track of time, if 
truth be told. Jonathan would sometimes shift in his sleep, moaning quietly, or pushing further into James’ 
embrace. James smiled, wanly, remembering the times when it was he who would push further into Jonathan's 


embrace. 


‘Soon this! be all | have....nmemories." thought James, as yet another tear slid down his cheek. “And / still don't 


James fell forward onto the large mattress of the bed he'd bought for Jonathan, exhausted His arms and legs had 
simply given out on him as his orgasm ripped through him, which in turn, had brought on Jonathan's. And oh, how 
James loved to hear Jonathan's voice as he came, knowing that it was him that brought forth a strangled cry of 


pleasure, or a low demonic growl from Jonathan 


Jonathan flopped forward, and landed on top of a panting James, gasping himself as he came down trom the waves 


sweating body. They lay there in silence for a while, catching their breath, with James lazily running his hands up 
and down through Jonathan's chest, gently tugging at the soft hair that covered it. 


He snuggled into Jonathan's embrace, inhaling the scent that was uniquely Jonathan. A mixture of citrus and tea 
tree, with a faint undertone of musk. No-one smelt as good as Jonathan. And as for all his lotions and potions that 
filled the bathroom cabinets....James couldn't understand why Jonathan found it necessary to spend $52 on 


something as simple as shaving cream. 


James inhaled deeply, Jonathan's signature scent filling his nostrils, and he smiled, remembering the morning 


that Jonathan had shown him why his shaving cream was worth every cent... 
ak At least he didn't understand it until Jonathan ran out of his own shaving cream one morning, and used James’ 
out of desperation Ten minutes later, Jonathan called for James through the firmly locked bathroom door. 


‘Jaaammes...." he shouted, almost in triumph. "Yeah, Nonie?" James had replied, pulling an old t-shirt on. "What is 
it?" 


‘Remember you said that | was a gay wad for spending fifty two dollars on my shaving cream? And that there 
was nothing wrong with the shit that you always use?" 

a smug grin on his face. 

"This is why | spend $52 on my shaving cream!" 


James’ face dropped Jonathan stood there, his face an angry shade of red, and being rapidly covered with large 
hives 


Jonathan brought his hand up to scratch at a hive that had emerged on his forehead, vainly trying to suppress a 
triumphant giggle. James sighed "Okay. Go on You're going to say it anyway." Jonathan feigned a look of innocence. 
‘Say what?" "Don't give me that, Davis." replied James, a tit of giggles rising in his throat. "Its written all over your 


face." 
"h between all these hives, you mean?" laughed Jonathan, now scratching furiously at his face with both hands. 
James burst out laughing, and gently took Jonathan's hands away from his face, holding them so that he couldnt 


scratch, "So, do we bring you over to Doctor Greene's now, or do | just go to the drugstore to pick up something?" 


"Nah" replied Jonathan, his thumb running softly over James’ hand. "Ive got some hydrocortisone in the medicine 
cabinet. But | know what you could pick up for me, though." 


James grinned"! know. Shaving cream. Shaving cream worth $52" Jonathan nodded, returning James’ grin 
"Tell you what. How about | buy at least three bottles of the stuff? Hives dont suit you, Nonie. At all." 


James turned and walked back into the bedroom, grabbing his car keys off of the bedside locker. He could hear 


Jonathan running the faucet and making a cold compress to soothe the rash on his face. 


‘Oh, by the way, James?" came Jonathan's voice. 


"Yes?" replied James, making his way towards the door. 

"I fold you so!" 

James ran his thumb across Jonathan's cheek, smiling as he remembered returning from the store where 
Jonathan got his shaving cream, and seeing Jonathan lying on the large black leather sofa, with his washcloth 
splayed over his face, his head turned towards the back of it, and inhaling deeply... 

"None?" he asked. "What the fuck are you doing?" 

"Huh? Wha..?" replied Jonathan, sleepily. "That you, Munks?” 

James sighed! 


"No. Fs John Wayne Gacy, 4 


‘Cool! | always wanted to know how you managed fo fit so many corpses into such a tiny crawl space. Quite the 


n 


handyman, | understand... 
"Ha ha. Very funny." shot back James. "OF course its me, you dimwit. Who else would it be?" 


Jonathan sat up and took the washcloth from his face. The redness had subsided somewhat, but the hives were 
still as angry and raised as they had been before. 


"You never know. Antonio Banderas could be hiding in the closet, just waiting for you fo leave again, so that we can 


finish what we'd started." Jonathan grinned 


‘Oh yeah Because youre just so fucking edible, sitting there with a face that resembles a baboor's ass and covered 
in hives. Even Im having a hard time trying to restrain myself. Rawr." replied James, his voice filled with sarcasm. 


Jonathan pouted, and tried his best to look pissed at his lover. 


‘And thats not gonna work either." said James, reaching for the small tube of hydrocortisone that lay on the table. 
He opened it and squeezed a small amount onto his fingers, before begining to apply it to Jonathan's face. "You 
didn't tell me why you had your face buried in the back of the sofa" 


Jonathan had his eyes closed, relaxing under James’ touch. "I ike the smell of leather. When youre not here, or Im 
finding it hard to settle down to sleep, then | come down here and sleep on the sofa The smell soothes me, | 
guess." replied Jonathan, shrugging his shoulders. 


James softly stroked the side of Jonathan's face, trying not to trigger another scratching fit. Hs fingers made their 
way into Jonathan's ebony colored locks, and he sat there, simply staring at Jonathan. "Er...James?" asked Jonathan 


"Uh-huh..." he replied, losing himself in the dark chocolate pools that were Jonathan's eyes. 
‘Are you okay?" Jonathan propped himself up on his elbows. ‘lm fine. Just....enjoying the view." whispered James, 
leaning down to kiss Jonathan softly. Jonathan returned the kiss, and his stomach lurched, feeling like a million 


butterflies had been let loose inside of him. He fell backwards as his arms entangled themselves around James neck, 
and his tongue lapped at James’ lips 


himself in it. Then, somewhat disconcertingly, and spoiling the whole mood, Jonathan brought his hand up to begin 
scratching furiously at his face again James broke the kiss, laughing 

Oh, great! Now youre allergic to me!" 

Jonathan grinned, mid scratch, and brought his hand up to cup James’ cheek, running his thumb across it. 


‘No. Never. And even if | was, Id gladly put up with the hives and accompanying rashes. You were night, you know." 
he said, his voice softening 


"About what?" 


‘About how you felt on our wedding night. You said that you wouldnt know what you'd do if anything happened to 


this fucked up world" 


Reggie and Brian were downstairs in James and Jonathan's huge kitchen. "Just one question” asked a confused 


Brian. "Why, if these two fuckers don't cook, do they have such a huge ass kitchen?" 
Reggie grinned. "So they could fit our fat asses in here!" he laughed. 


Brian grimaced. "Speak for yourself!" They giggled, quietly. Then they remembered why they were there and 


who they were there for. Brian swallowed back his tears. 


"Poor Munks. He looks so lost, just sitting up there in the bed with Jonathan. | wish | could do something..." 
Reg picked up the kettle, and spoke as he filled it. 


"You are doing something. You're here for them both. And James does appreciate it. Let's face it; he's going to 


need us more than ever, soon enough." He put the kettle on to boil, then began to rummage around in the 


freezer, taking out a TV dinner, and placing it in the microwave oven. Brian stared at Reggie. 


says not to forget to bring that box that Jonathan gave you. The big, black, leather bound one. Yeah...just get 
out here quickly, okay? See you soon. Bye." 


Brian dropped the phone onto the black marble counter top. "I don't think that | can do that again. David's just 
started crying like a baby." he sighed, his face in his hands. 


"If this is how we're coping now, how the fuck has James been doing it?" 


James turned his head slightly, and stared out of the large window. The pool had been covered over and he 
noticed that it had begun to snow again. The flakes fell quietly, blanketing everything in a silent cover of 
brilliant white. Jonathan moaned loudly, his hand reaching up to his head. He became louder, shaking his head as 
if it would dislodge the pain that was settling there. 


to rub his thumb against Jonathan's cheek. He lowered his gaze to look at Jonathan, and saw that, for the first 


time ever, Jonathan was actually crying. 


That was it. James lost all semblance of self control. Sobs filled with anguish tore through his body, as he 
wrapped himself around Jonathan, in the vain hope that it would keep him there. The film of cold sweat that 


covered Jonathan's body soaked onto James’ skin, mixing with their tears. 


lover cried quietly into his chest. "How the fuck am | going to do this without you?" 


Jonathan and James' room was filled with the sound of crying. 


Jonathan held onto James for dear life, saying over and over again in a hoarse voice, "Don't 


‘lm not going anywhere......'m still here... don't go, Norie.....ple.ple..please don't leave me..." replied James, tears 


streaming down his caramel colored cheeks, and desperately rocking Jonathan back and forth in his arms. 


continued to rock Jonathan in his arms. Jonathan shivered involuntarily, and pressed his nose against James' 
chest. "Munks?" he whispered. "What is it, HIV?" replied James, wrapping his arms around Jonathan's shaking 


body. 
"When you were a little boy, did you ever ask your mom about what Heaven was like?" asked Jonathan, his 


voice more intelligible, but weaker still. James smiled. "Yeah, | did. When Grampa Shaffer died. | think that | was 


about six years old" Jonathan shuddered again, and snaked his arm around James’ waist. 


"What? Now?" replied a stunned James. Jonathan nodded, grimacing as pain shot through his head again. 

James scratched his nose, and wiped away a tear, before beginning his tale. 

"Well, she told me that | had to be a good boy if | wanted to get into Heaven... 

Jonathan snorted weakly with laughter. "That's... me fucked, then!" 

James gently ruffled Jonathan's mass of black hair. "She told me what Heaven looked like. Or at least, what she 
thought it looked like. Mom said that it never rained there, that the sun always shone, and that you got to be 


with your loved ones forever." Jonathan mumbled something under his breath, before smiling again 


"And | remember asking Mom if my Grampa could still see me, even if | couldn't see him anymore." Jonathan 


lifted his head slightly. "What...did she...sa..say?" 


"That he could still see me. And that if | wanted to see him, all | had to do was look for the brightest star in 
the night sky. That was my Grampa watching over me." 


hair. 


And then, with a long, and what sounded like a happy and contented sigh, Jonathan Houseman Davis-Shaffer 
died in his soul mates arms. 


Chapter 6 
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Jonathan's funeral was a heart breaking affair for everyone that had known and loved him. James barely got 
through the whole affair. He just........tunctioned People came up to him in the small Catholic church, and shook his 


hand, told him how sorry they were fo hear of Jonathan's passing. Hs face never once belied any sign of emotion 


The rest of the band, however, was devastated Brian sat beside his best friend, silent tears rolling down his cheeks 
David didn't think that he could cry any more, his eyes red rimmed and slightly swollen Fieldy, the most emotional 
of them all, just sat in the front pew of the church, crying quietly, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand when 
it got foo much But James was silent, stoic almost. Afraid that if he started crying, he'd never stop.. 


Jonathan's casket sat atop a makeshift catafalque, just in front of the small white marble altar. It was made of 
ebony, just as James had asked, and it dominated the small church The mass was short, as Jonathan had 
requested, and the guys had added their own special touch, by having a string quartet play during the service. It 
was as the string quartet played just before Jonathan's casket was removed from the church that James finally 


As the quartet began to play one of Jonathan's favorite Korn songs, ‘Alone | Break, James’ began to finally cry, 
silently mouthing the lyrics ...... 


Pick me up 

Been bleeding too long 
Right here 

Right now 

HI stop it somehow 


Í will make it go away 
Can't be here no more 
Seems this is the only way 
Í will soon be gone 

These feelings will be gone 
These feelings will be gone 


Now | see the times they change 
Leaving us it seems so strange 

| am hoping | can tind 

Where fo leave my hurt behind 
All the shit | seem to take 

All alone | seem to break 

| have lived the best | can 


Does this make me not a man? 


Turn me off 
lm ready 
Heart stops 


/ stand alone 


Can't be on my own 


Í will make it go away 
Can't be here no more 
Seems this is the only way 
Í will soon be gone 

These feelings will be gone 
These feelings will be gone 


Now I see the times they change 
Leaving us it seems so strange 

| am hoping | can tind 

Where fo leave my hurt behind 
All the shit | seem to take 

All alone | seem to break 

| have lived the best | can 


Does this make me not a man? 


Am | going to leave this place? 
What is it Im hiding from? 

ks there nothing more to come? 
(Am | going to leave this place?) 
ks there only black in space? 
Am | going to take its place? 
Am | going to end this way? 
(Am | gonna end this way?) 

Am | caught up in this place? 
What is it that ve become? 

is there something more to come? 


(More to come) 


Now I see the times they change 
Leaving us it seems so strange 

| am hoping | can tind 

Where fo leave my hurt behind 
All the shit | seem to take 

All alone | seem to break 

| have lived the best | can 


Does this make me not a man? 


As the song came to an end, James lost all semblance of self control, and broke down, sobbing as though his heart 


was about to burst out of his chest. Hs shoulders heaved, and his sobs rang through the tiny chapel. If it hadnt 
been for Brian standing beside him, James would have, quite happily, thrown himself onto the casket and never let 
go. If truth be fold, if James had been given the chance to die there and then, he would have done so. 


‘How am I going to do this without you, Nonie?" he whispered as the casket settled into its final resting place. "How 
the fuck am I going to get through tomorrow without you?" 


In the weeks following Jonathan's funeral, James would wake up in the night, screaming for Jonathan. The 
screams lessened to James calling out for Jonathan, which was a routine that he'd settled into. He woke up at 
least twice a night, vainly crying out for his lover. When it hit him that Jonathan wasn't there, James would 
merely sigh and bury his face into Jonathan's pillow, soothed by the scent of citrus, tea tree and musk. 


It was six months later that James finally settled into some sort of normality. If he could call waking up, eating 
a slice of toast for breakfast, lounging around for the whole day before showering and sometimes eating a 


dinner and then going to bed, normality. 


And then there was the box. The large black, leather bound box that rested on the chest of drawers. The box 
that David had given to him when they'd come back from Jonathan's grave. The box that he was afraid to 
open up, lest he fell back into a black pit of total grief again. 


All that James knew was that it had been one of Jonathan's last wishes that the box be given to James. There 
was a letter with it, and the envelope sat on top of the box, exactly as Jonathan had given it to David. James 
had asked David what was in this mysterious box, but David had simply replied; "I'm as clueless as you are, 
James. Jonathan wouldn't tell me. | did ask, but he said that this was for you, and that you were the only one 
to open it." 


So now he was sitting on his and Jonathan's bed, picking at his fingernails, and arguing with himself as to 
whether or not he should open it. On the one hand, this was the last thing that he had of Jonathan's, the last 
link he had to the man he'd loved. 


On the other, he was scared to open it, because he didn't think that he could go through all the heartbreak 


James stood up, and walked over to the dresser. The box was sitting there, a thin layer of dust covering it, 
since James hadn't touched it since Jonathan's death. He took a deep breath, as if building up the nerve to 


melons assaulting his nostrils, dragging a wan smile from him. 


His hands shook as he carefully opened the envelope, and pulled the letter that was inside of it out. Trembling 
hands unfolded it, and James sat on the floor to read it. 


"James, 
Now that you've opened this letter, I figure that Ive been dead for at least...oh, six months by now. You always 


n" 


were a bit of a wuss when it came to shit like thic........ 
James let out a snort of laughter through his tears at that one. 


"l know that | was never the more romantic one of us both, but | didnt feel that | needed to tell you that | loved 
you every minute of the day. | know that you wanted me to say it more often, but | just.....couldnt. It just didn't 


come as easily to me as it dd to you. 


| dd-/ always will-love you, James With all my heart and soul. It's hard to describe it, Munks. Thats why | asked 
David to give you this box. Open it and what's in there will tell you how much | love you. And remember that Hi 
always be there with you, James. Just like you said the night we decided to give 'us' a go. "This is forever. Youre 


n 


not getting rid of me that easily........ 


Love you 
always, 
Nonie." 


Tears were streaming down James' face like rain. He folded the letter, put it back in its envelope, and put it 
next to the framed photo of Jonathan on what was Jonathar's dresser. Then he picked up the box and made 


his way downstairs... 


James opened the box, and stared at the contents. There were photos from every stage of their careers, of 
Jonathan on his own and with James. He picked up the infamous 'Hugs' photo, where they were sitting together 
on a shitty little park bench in LA, James with his arms wrapped around Jonathan's neck, a smile plastered on 


his face, Jonathan's arm thrown over James' knee, pouting slightly. 


He ran his fingers over the photos taken on the night of their commitment ceremony, where they both looked 
liked they would burst with joy. There was the photo of them exchanging rings, Jonathan staring into James' 
eyes as he slid the ring onto his finger. And then there was the one taken at the reception, just after 
Jonathan had slammed a handful of chocolate cake into James' face, one of his million dollar smiles lighting up 
the room as he doubled up laughing. Finally, there was one of them taken by Fieldy, as the minister had told 
them they could kiss. It had taken a while to even get that far, because the minister had inadvertently said 


"You may now kiss the bride." and everyone had fallen about laughing. 
James, despite his sorrow, laughed as he remembered the minister's face following his slip of the tongue. 


Beneath the photos lay a small envelope. In it was a note and Jonathan's ring. 
"Munks, 
/ want you to wear this with your own ring | said that Id always be there with you... 


Nonie." 


James looked at the inscription. "For my protector. JCS" Then he slid the ring onto his finger, to sit alongside 
the ring that Jonathan had put there. Finally, at the bottom of the box, lay four video cassettes, with another 


envelope atop them. 


"James, 


| know that you feel empty and lost right now. So, for the times when you really need to see me, or for when 


Nonie." 


James put one of the tapes into the VCR, and sat down to see just what Jonathan's note had meant... 


The screen flickered to life, and it was filled with the image of a half naked Jonathan, sitting on the very same 
sofa, dressed in nothing more than a pair of old Puma jogging pants. On the small table in front of him sat a 
large glass of chocolate Nesquick, and a plate which had a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on it. James smiled 
as he remembered how much Jonathan loved his chocolate Nesquick. In fact, Jonathan had once said that he 


didn't think he could survive without it. 


But we're both going fo have to face the fact that | really am dying 


l also know that you want to know why I didn't accept the treatment that | was offered You never came right 
out and asked me, but | know you too well, James. It was eating you up inside, wanting fo know why. So here it 
comes. My fucked up reason for choosing death over life. 


| didn't want to die lying in a hospital bed | didn’t want to go through hours of treatment that might only buy me 
another six months of life, every one of them filled with me puking my guts up, or whining at you because my hair 
was falling out. 


And Im moody enough as it is. Did you really want me snapping at you for breathing? | think not." 


James was still crying, silently now, as he curled up on the large sofa, his knees pressed close to his chest, his 


arms wrapped around them. 


He watched as Jonathan lifted the sandwich from the plate, and took a bite from it. Some of the grape jelly 
escaped from the bread, and dripped down Jonathan's chin, landing in a blob on the leg of his sweatpants. 


"Fuck!" he swore, and began to lift as much of it up with his fingers, licking what he could off of them. James 
laughed at how incredibly cute it looked. 


‘And you can stop laughing, Shaffer. Its not funny, nor is it cute. So fuck that." 


There was another pause, as Jonathan tried to think of how to best say what he wanted to. '/ guess what Im 
trying to say is that | love you foo much fo let you see me go through all the shit that comes with radiotherapy." 


Jonathan let out a snort of laughter. 


the receiver goes. Its probably somewhere very delicate and very fucking painful. Ew." 


James, in spite of himself, had a fit of the giggles at that last comment, and almost fell off of the sofa, he 
laughed that hard. 


‘ts getting late, James. So late that | think that you'll be getting up soon enough. | guess HI just switch this 
doohickey off, and leave you with this: any decision that ve made was done because | love you. And I don’t want 
fo be so sick that | cant enjoy the time that | have left with you." Jonathan reached forward to switch the 


camcorder off. "Love you, Munks..." 


And with that the screen faded to black........... 


It was two days later that James plucked up the courage to watch another of the videos that Jonathan had 
made. To be honest, he wasn't sure what Jonathan's warped mind had come up with for this tape. But he put 
the video in anyway. He felt like living dangerously. He picked up a cassette at random, and slid it into the 


An image of his and Jonathan's bedroom appeared on the screen, but there was something not quite right with 
it. The camera was lying on the floor, on its side. And then Jonathan's face filled the screen, as he lay down on 
his side to speak to the camera. 


‘Hey, Munks! Does this remind you of anything?" asked a grinning Jonathan, pushing a stray dread from his face. 


James stared at the screen, puzzled. "I bet you're sitting there, wondering what the fuck l'm on about, aren't 


you? Okay, this might jog your memory.......who's bright idea was it to kick the fucking camera over and ruin 
the whole production?" 


James' face turned bright red as the penny finally dropped... 


‘Oh no. No. There's no way on this blue earth Im doing that!" said James, staring at the camcorder in Jonathan's 
hands. Jonathan looked disappointed. "Why not?" 


"Who do you think | am? John Holmes? Ron Jeremy? Or fucking Erik Everhard? No, Nonie, Im not doing it. And what 
would happen if it got mislaid, or stolen? | mean, | know you lke what Ive got and what | do with if, but lets face 
it, Im not Tommy Lee, either." replied James, propping himself up on his elbows. Jonathan sat beside James, tucking 
his legs beneath him, and wearing a very contused look on his face. 


"Whats that for?" asked James. '! don't know whether that last comment was an insult or not. Does that make 
me Pamela Anderson?" said Jonathan, pulling the front of his t-shirt open and looking down at his chest. "And if it 


does, then we've got a big problem here. Someone's stolen my tits." 


Jonathan's eyes took on an evil glint. "Says who?" he practically purred, inching his way up the bed towards James. 
‘Put the camera down, HV. Now. Or | go on strike." 


"Pleeeeease? Pretty please? Pleasepleaseplease?" said Jonathan, putting on his weapon of choice- the puppy dog 


attempt to hide from Jonathan's pouting Jonathan placed the camera on the tripod at the end of the bed, before 
diving head first under the covers. 


There was a variety of sounds that escaped from beneath the covers: rustling, moaning, and then Jonathan's arm 
stay under here all fucking night if | have to." came James’ muffled voice. 


"Who said anything about you fucking me? | want fo fuck you, for a change. Mr. "Im A Control Freak" Shaffer." 
was Jonathan's equally muffled reply. 


‘Not likely, pal." 
Jonathan's voice rose slightly, indignant. "And why the fuck not?!" 


James laughed. "Because youre hung like a horse, that's why not! If | fake you up the ass | won't be able to sit 
straight for a week!" The bedcovers shifted again, Jonathan's head poking out, red in the face. 


‘Ml have you know, fuckwit, that there are men out there who'd sell their firstborn into slavery to have this cock 


up their asses!" 


"Good Go find one then, because Im fucked if Im taking that monstrosity up my ass." said James, as he pointed at 
it from under the duvet. "Stop exaggerating. Its not that big!" replied Jonathan. 


Oh yes, it fucking is!" howled James 


her mouth to shut her the fuck up!" 


‘But she still took me up the ass, though! And whats more, she loved it, too! Especially when | put my hand over 
her mouth, Litte pervert..." grinned Jonathan 


James’ eyebrows shot up in shocked surprise. "SHE'S a pervert?!7l?! Now Ive heard everything!" 


'Look," asked an exasperated Jonathan, ‘are you gonna let me fuck you, or not?" The bedcovers shifted again, and 
James’ head popped out from beneath them. 


"You really want my ass that much?" he asked Jonathan nodded, furiously. "Yes. Right here, right now. Are you 


gonna let me do it?" 
James sighed, resignedly. "Oh, alright, then. But only if that camera stays off." 


He sat up, before Jonathan began fo inch his way back up the bed, and kissed James, passionately. The strength 
with which Jonathan kissed him took James’ breath away, and he sighed, quietly, as Jonathan gently but forcefully 
pushed him back onto the bed, kicking the bedcovers off as he did so. James moaned as Jonathan bit at his bottom 
Ip, licking and sucking at it, in an attempt fo get James to open up to him. 


James did so, willingly, arching up to press his body against Jonathan's, sliding his hands up along Jonathan's back 
Jonathan grunted, pressing his bodyweight down onto James’ body, pressing his paintully erect cock down onto 
James; and grinding against him. James moaned loudly, and bucked his hps up into Jonathan's. 


n" 


He began to kiss his way down along James' jaw line, down onto his neck, nipping, licking and sucking at the tender 

spot where his neck met his collar bone. All James could do was emit a feeble sigh of desire, and let his head fall 
back, allowing Jonathan more access. His hands came up to entangle themselves in Jonathan's hair, and he tugged 

lightly on it. Jonathan growled, a low, rumbling sound that came from deep inside of him, and bit James lightly on 

the neck 


James’ hips bucked upwards again, and he desperately tried to pull Jonathan closer into him, wanting nothing more 


than to be filled completely by this animal that was busy ravishing him. This was a side of Jonathan he'd only seen 
unleashed on the countless groupies hed fucked over the years and well before they'd gotten married Now he 
realized why theyd literally bend over backwards to do anything for him. He was too good at turning them- and 


now him- into piles of mush 


Jonathan raised his head up from his ministrations, his eyes almost black with longing and lust. Hs lips were slightly 
swollen from their exertions, and were a deep red James didnt say anything, couldn't say anything. He just lay in 
front of Jonathan and sighed 


its way upwards. James nodded, his hand coming up to caress the back of Jonathan's neck. James began to turn his 


body over, but Jonathan stopped him. 


Jonathan sighed as he looked at his lover's flushed and lust filled features. Then he sighed again, as if he was building 


up his courage. 


front of him, and reached over to grab the small tube from the drawer. h one swift movement, Jonathan had 


uncapped the small tube, and had covered himself with the slick, slightly cold liquid 


He leaned forward, and brought his lps crashing down on top of James’, kissing him with a passion that James had 
never experienced before. Jonathan's hand slid sensually down along James’ side, making James shiver. Jonathan's 
hand found his hp, and brought it down to softly cup James’ ass, giving it a small squeeze before finding James’ 
entrance. The sensation of Jonathans finger slowly circling him right there was enough to make James shake and 
tremble with anticipation 


Jonathan let out a sigh, as he sank his finger into James, just past the first knuckle. James squirmed at first, not 
used to the intrusion, but soon surrendered himself to the waves of pleasure that were coursing through him. He 
pressed against Jonathan again, and Jonathan obliged by pushing another finger into James, scissoring them gently 
back and forth, all the while kissing James softly, a hidden strength behind it 


James couldnt take it anymore. He writhed and moaned underneath Jonathan, trying to beg his lover to just fuck 
him, already. Jonathan seemed to sense this, and broke the kiss, hovering over James’ face. "Want it.....°" gasped 
Jonathan, panting lightly. James nodded, slowly, staring back at Jonathan through heavily lidded eyes. 


Jonathan pushed himself up to balance himself on his arms, and lined his cock against James’ opening 


He entered James effortlessly, James being so relaxed that he almost seemed comatose. He whimpered quietly in 
pleasure as Jonathan began to move inside of him, wrapping his arms around his neck, staring up into Jonathan's 


eyes. Jonathan smiled back at James, altering his angle slightly, and managing to nail his prostate dead on James 


moaned loudly as Jonathan repeatedly sld over it, the resulting tremors making his legs tremble. There was a loud 
clattering sound from the end of the bed, but both men were too wrapped up in each other to care what it was 


James bucked up into Jonathan ever increasing thrusts, as Jonathan wrapped a shaking hand around James’ cock. He 
began to stroke James, matching his hand with the speed of his hips, and a low growl rose up from deep within him. 
James could only cry out, bringing himself down to slam into Jonathan as he fucked him, Jonathan getting more and 


more vocal as his orgasm approached. 


Jonathan was sounding lke a man possessed, his head thrown back, his voice echoing off the walls as he all but 
howled as he came. James came hard, his orgasm exploding through him, and he covered them both with his seed 
Jonathan, however, collapsed on top of James, one final growl escaping from hm as he finally slowed down, then 


came to a stop. 
They lay in each other's arms, a sweating, panting heap of jumbled arms and legs. They were barely capable of 


speech, wanting only to le holding each other. Eventually, Jonathan raised his head, and glanced at the end of the 
bed 


"Wha? What's wrong?" he drawled, sleepily. Jonathan stared at the tripod at the end of the bed 
"You kicked over the camera, you dickhead!" James smiled "Just as well | fold you that | wasnt going to make a 


backwards, and threw the covers over them both... 


James turned the VCR off, smiling. Jonathan was never really too far away, after all.....he would always be 
with him, forever his Satanic Angel. 


And there it s.......the end of the whole tear jerking saga. | have just three very special people to thank here. 


The first person | want to thank is Twiz She was the one who gave me endless plot bunnies, and helped me 
nurture the ones that | did have. She also would wait for baited breath for me to send her the chapters for her 
fo read, and supplied unending support for My Satanic Angel. I don't think that this fic would be half as good as it is 


now if it wasn’t for her. Love you tons, Twiz 


Last, and by no means least, to my two main characters, Jonathan Houseman Davis, and James Christian Shaffer. 
Thank you to James for just being an incredibly sweet and cute guy. 


And unending love, respect, and admiration to Jonathan.......thank you for just being you. And thank you for saving 


me. 


Cat 


